74                               FICTIOH

Himself to the cathedral on account of this bit of
A wind! What would those people hare done if
there had been a real storm?

The wares beat Incessantly against the bul-
warks. In the darkness of the night it was as if
white-headed wresters sprang up from the deep,
anil with teeth and claws clung fast to the piles to
tear them loose from the shore. Cecco fancied
he could hear their angry snorts when they were
hurled back again. But he shuddered when he
heard them come again and again, and tear in the
bulwarks.

It seemed to him that the storm was far mort
terrible in the night. He heard shouts in the air,
and that was not the wind. Sometimes black
clouds came drifting like a whole row of heavy
galleys, and it seemed as if they advanced to
make an assault on the city. Then he heard dis-
tinctly someone speaking in one of the riven clouds
over his head.

"Things look bad for Venice now/' it said from
the one cloud. "Soon our brothers the evil spirits
will come and overthrow the city."

"I am afraid San Marco will not allow it to
happen,51 came as a response from the other cloud.

"San Marco has been knocked down by a
Venetian, so fie lies powerless, and cannot help
anyone," said the first.

The storm carried the words down to old
Ceceo* and from that moment he was on his